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Summary: Gaz takes an interest in her older brother's xenophelia, 
going as far as to step in herself and partake in it herself. Her 
interest in her brother and his extra terrestrial press the 
boundaries of their relationship as well as the once controlled 
environment he set in place for his study of the alien's anatomy and 
physiology. Dib/Zim Dib/Gaz Zim/Gaz 


1 . Chapter 1 

AUTHOR'S NOTE: I started this story experimentally, so this chapter 
is super short. If you like it just let me know and I'll continue :) 
Thank you for reading! 

I never thought I'd see the day Gaz showed me any interest. 

She stood in the doorway of my bedroom, eyes locked on to mine. Her 
impassive face unimpressed per usual. Her mouth was drawn in a line, 
teeth probably touching inside her mouth. She looked like that 
whenever she walked in on me, but unlike her normal routine instead 
of walking away with some monotone remark, she stayed. 

My glasses were off, placed somewhere on my desk. Zim lay on his 
stomach, his ass in the air as my dick was buried so deeply in to him 
his cheeks squished under the weight of my pelvis. He was panting 
hard, having been fucked in to the mattress a few seconds ago. My 
tall lanky body outsized him fairly. The creak of my door caught both 
of our attentions as we rattled the bed springs and I stopped to see 
who had entered my room. 

It wasn't the first time she forgot to knock, she'd walked in on us 
before. The recurring event struck me as oddly repetitive and I 
wondered if maybe she actually hadn't forgotten to knock. It seemed 
as if she purposely skipped it. She'd walked in so many times, 
headphones in ears and videogame in hand, that it was almost 
normal . 



She would normally say whatever she had to tell me, usually that she 
needed a ride. Or that Dad would be gone for another couple of days 
and our allowances and grocery money were already wired to our bank 
accounts. But this time she said nothing, standing there with her 
headphones and game console missing. Her brown eyes were unconcerned, 
blinking normally with steady slips of her eyelids. They were focused 
on us . 

Her eyes were always uninterested, matching her cold temperament. I 
was used to it, oh boy was I used to it. She often ignored me unless 
it was otherwise convenient for her. But she really surprised me this 
time, standing there as if there was something interesting to see. 

She still had on her beat up converse sneakers, and her eyeliner was 
smudged under the lower lids of her eye. Her purple lipstick was worn 
off in the center of her lips, probably from whatever she'd eaten at 
lunch . 

She'd gotten home from school probably minutes earlier and I realized 
it was much too early for her to be home. The highschool let out at 
two, there was no way it was two. Zim came over as soon as she left 
for school, he'd only been here a few hours. It had to be twelve o' 
clock at best. 

"Why are you home?" 

"Early release" she responded, unmoving from the door frame. "Thought 
you had class . " 

"It's Tuesday" 

Gaz Knew my schedule. Monday, Wednesday and Friday I was at the 

community college all morning, then I'd come home. Usually with Zim. 

She wasn't the type to forget things. She knew I was home. If not 
from the shere fact it was Tuesday, Zim's erotic screaming carried 
through the door of my room when we were alone. 

"Oh" Her answer was lazy, almost like she said it as an afterthought. 
Like she hadn't planned on replying at all. 

Zim's green skin darkened around the swollen slopes of his ass and 
face and he groaned, a very very low keening sound. His large ruby 
eyes were looking at the foot of my bed and I kept my eyes to the 

right, watching my sister. At this point my nudity didn't phase her, 

or the position I was in. She flicked her eyes down to Zim, noting 
his distressed noise. 

"What's wrong with him? He looks like he's in pain." 

"He's in heat" I answered her simply. 

She blinked once, looking at Zim as he groaned underneath me. He 
didn't care that he was being looked at, he didn't care in the least. 
He just wanted me to relieve him of the discomfort he felt, the 
insufferable heat in his loins. Gaz being there didn't effect him, he 
just didn't like that her presence stopped what I had been doing to 
him. 

"You trying to knock him up or something?" Her question was so 
casual, voice only slightly less raspy than years before. 



"Of course not." 


I inched back out of Zim just a bit to show her the rubber strapped 
on to me but thought better of it and stopped. I didn't need to show 
her, I didn't need to tell her. She walked in on me unannounced, I 
could just throw her out and have every reason to do it . I didn't 
though . 

"You should wear a condom then" she suggested bluntly, shrugging like 
she'd told me something as simple as what she wanted for dinner. "He 
can get pregnant, or at least that what your log said" 

I ignored the fact that she'd gone through my studies, reading my 
reports on Zim. I didn't care in the least. She did as she pleased 
when she pleased, always going through my experiment findings and 
reading up on whatever I'd discovered about the alien beneath 
me . 

"Did you need something?" I asked her finally, confused about her 
extended stay which was dragging on. By now she would have been long 
gone. "I'm in the middle of something" 

"I can see that" 

And there it was again, the look in her eye. The subtle intrigue of 
what she took in before her. I gave her a questioning look, unsure of 
what she was up to. She stared at me and she leaned off the doorway a 
little, and I anticipated the click of my door shutting as I leaned 
back up from my knees to carry on with Zim. 

I froze as I heard her shoes scuffing the carpet in my room, followed 
by the click of her closing the door. Turning back to her I was faced 
with her apathetic face, expression emotionless but she looked at me 
expectantly. It was now obvious what was going on, and I didn't know 
where to begin on how to feel about it. 

"What are you doing?" I acted dumb anyways. 

She shrugged, her shoulders coming up to brush the large flips of her 
shoulder length hair. It bounced, the strands shifting stiffly with 
whatever sticky hair product she had in it . I didn't question her 
further and she walked past my bed and sat down at my desk chair, the 
piece of furniture turned to face Zim and I. 

"Just observing" she told us, crossing one leg over the other. 

Striped knee high socks leading up to a purple skater skirt and a 
black long sleeved shirt. 

"This isn't an observation study" 

Gaz tapped her foot. Still watching us. 

Zim's long skinny fingers scratched at the bed sheets and he pushed 
back against me, the low keening sound coming from deep in his 
throat. The muscles where we connected constricted on my still 
prominent erection, begging for stimulation. 


"We're waiting. 



2 . Chapter 2 


AUTHOR'S NOTE: Thank you so much to my guest reviewer on the fanfic 
site! I'm so glad you reviewed, and even happier that you enjoy this 
story :) I appreciate the feedback more than you understand. 

Thanks for reading guys! Please let me know your thoughts with a 
review or comment. I've got the next chapter planned and I'll get 
started after I hear some thoughts. 

"We're waiting" 

Gaz looked at me patiently, almost too patiently. I knew my sister 
and she was never quite that understanding. She was waiting for me 
for me to carry on, expecting me to. It wasn't a matter of her 
testing the waters. She was only patient because she completely 
anticipated that I would keep going and leave her to do as she 
pleased . 

With Zim's desperate clawing under me and my sister's puncturing eyes 
looking at mine I couldn't ground myself enough to argue with her, 
even though I should have. It wasn't normal for your younger sibling 
to sit in on your sexual activities. Especially ones that hate you 
and have from day one. I gave her one last questioning look, hoping 
she'd understand what she was doing and think better of it and 
leave . 

She blinked. 

I shifted on my knees again, still inside Zim, and the alien groaned 
as I brushed something inside him without meaning to. Unlike humans, 
he didn't sweat through his skin. His heat stayed inside him, 
building until he could cool his body off by some other means. The 
anatomical defect was horrible, making his sexual heat so so much 
more difficult for him. 

"Gib-human!" He grunted at me, sounding needy and ungratified in 
every sense possible. "I burn! This heat, it burns Zim from 
inside ..." 

He placed his flush cheek down on the bed and girated his backside in 
to me, not having the energy to really fight for what he wanted. Gaz 
looked at him and back to me, quietly quilting me for leaving him in 
such ruins. She didn't really care at all and I knew it. She was 
prodding . 

It didn't stop me from taking Zim's hips in my hands and thrusting. 

He wailed so loudly that had Gaz actually left us to do as we would, 
like a normal person, I would have slapped my hand over Zim's mouth. 
He never sounded quite like THAT. He wailed and keened lowly, letting 
me move how I pleased inside him. A gland inside him secreted a 
translucent, lightly purple but almost clear lubricant, which was 
still coming out as I fucked him. 

His body fascinated me. As a kid I couldn't understand how his human 
disguise even passed as believable being I was so obsessed with 
outing his existence as an alien. Once getting over that and choosing 
to study him privately, with his mutual consent, I could see how 
similar to a human he really was in terms of phenotype 



characterist ics . 


His body was built like humans, with arms longer than his torso and 
legs that were longer his arms. His head was slightly larger in 
proportion to his body but his relatively longer neck helped to add 
illusion that it was merely an enlarged feature. Such as a broad 
forehead underneath the black wig he wore, not that others knew it 
was wig. 

He had shoulders that connected to a stout back which tapered down to 
two hips. And below his hips were two cheeks, just like any human. He 
was green which wasn't the easiest to look past, but he looked pretty 
anthropic. Contacts were worn outside and covered his very bright red 
eyes, and besides the phallic organ he did have and lack of nose, he 
was not very different than a normal man. 

He had two sexual organs, oddly enough. My studies confirmed that his 
phallic organ which looked very similar to a human penis, just 
lacking external testicles and a circumcised appearance, did in fact 
work just as a humans would. Furthermore my studies concluded he also 
had a set of reproductive organs inside him. A receptive pouch for 
his waiting to be fertilized eggs which connected to his anal canal, 
and a seminal gland for the impregnation of others. Though having 
hermaphrodite-like anatomy, he could not impregnate himself. 

Zim's heat was so much more chronic after he'd undergone a hormonal 
treatment I administered to him experimentally. He wanted to be 
taller, and he now was, but something changed inside him. His sperm 
were weak but his body pumped egg bearing hormones through him as if 
he were strictly female. His hormones were far more unregulated than 
they had been prior to the experiment, making the alien no better 
than a wanton whore when in heat. He couldn't go without the relief, 
he'd go crazy. 

Even as I rocked him up and down in to the mattress springs he was 
besides himself with desire. His body craved seed, but I wouldn't 
give it him. The orgasms consoled his biology for only so long, his 
body seeking a taste of a fertile male's gametes. The condom on my 
dick was Zim's ruining, he knew that. But he didn't care for any 
offspring, neither did I. 

"Why does it sound like you're hurting him?" She asked in such a way 
that would imply she wasn't sitting in on something she shouldn't be, 
like it was perfectly fine to talk to me while I fucked him. "His 
face is red . " 

"I'm not hurting him" I didn't want to explain any further being I 
was balls deep in him, trying to please both our arousals. The 
audience being a distraction on my part. 

"It looks like you are." The observation wasn't sympathetic, it was 
just an observation. 

To prove what I tried telling her, I hooked my arm under Zim's 
stomach and pulled him up to press his back against my chest. His 
beating erection throbbed dramatically. The shiny surface of his 
phallus jutted out from his pelvis, showing how pleased he really 
was . 


I gave my sister a validating look, hoping she'd shut up about it 



now. Her eyes weren't on me though at that second, they were on Zim's 
waist. She watched his erection bob with the back and forth bouncing 
from me impaling him. She looked up when he made another gluterral 
moan, nearing his finish. And when that happened, I needed to pull 
out at all costs. 

"Why don't you touch him?" 

"He doesn't always like that" 

Sometimes Zim was so desperate for his release that he'd let me touch 
him or he'd touch himself. But being his phallus was not the primary 
functioning sexual organ of his body anymore, he didn't always like 
it stimulated. Sometimes it just made things worse by confusing his 
already confused body, a result of his endocrine system being 
sclent if ically tinkered with. 

"Try" 

My hand reached for Zim's phallus and he hissed, lurching his pelvis 
away from my hand and slamming it back in to me. I took my hand back, 
making a mental note of the unusually aggressive reaction. He never 
hissed at me before. That was new. 

His body shook and he looked right at Gaz, a clicking sound coming 
from his throat. She didn't look scared at all, if anything she 
looked kind of . . . sat isf led? Smug almost. Her mouth curled slightly at 
one side, her eyes squinting just enough that I could see she was up 
to something. Zim was acting different. His antenna pulled back, the 
tips beating lightly on his skull. 

He started moving faster against me, matching my thrusts with 
movements of his own. He reached behind him, gripping my side with 
long, skinny fingers and held me like I was trying to pulling away. 
Which I wasn't. 

"Give _me_ your seed" 

It was a demand he'd never given before. His voice was altered, the 
sound of it peaking notches higher in pitch as he began slamming 
himself back in to me. He kept watching my sister, straightening his 
body out as if he were protecting me from her. It baffled me as I 
kept on, his now seemingly possessive behavior. 

I looked back to Gaz, wanting to see her reaction to his strange 
behavior. I thought she would be scared. She looked right at me, 
smiled naughtyly, and took her breasts in hand through her shirt. Zim 
trembled in my arms and I couldn't tear my eyes off her as she dipped 
one hand up under her collar to flash a glimpse of her cleavage at 
me. Before she could bring the collar of her shirt low enough to show 
me the material of her bra, Zim suddenly snapped forward like he was 
going to leap at her while he was on the brink of camming. 

"His seed is _mine ! "_ 

I tore my eyes off Gaz and held zim to me tightly, fucking him hard a 
he tried pulling away with vicious sounds aimed at my sister. The 
sounds became choked as I pushed him towards orgasm, knowing it was a 
sure fire way to sedate him. Harder and harder I rammed in to him, 
making him drool. It oozed from his mouth, dripping from his chin as 



he watched Gaz as he came. 


I pushed him off me on to the mattress below as I felt his entrance 
begin to close in with the vice like grip I found out about our very 
first time around. My erection out of him, his anal passage puckered 
shut to contain the semen that would be there if I had not been 
wearing protect ion ... or if I even came. 

I breathed very heavily, the laboredness of it a mixture of 
unsatisfied arousal and adrenaline from the situation that just 
transpired. I looked down at Zim not knowing what his problem was.. or 
had been. I wiped my forehead of the sweat collecting there, 
scrunching my face perplexed as he now laid there placidly. He'd been 
ready to attack Gaz moments earlier. 

"What the fuck?" I sighed, out of breath. " .Fuck." 

"Why'd you pull out of him like that? It doesn't look like you 
finished" 

Gaz really had no perception of how overstepping she was being 
sitting in on us... I'd be lying if I really believed that. 

"H-He closes down when he ... finishes . Makes penetration 
i-impossible . " 

"Well I guess he won't be blowing you instead " She deadpanned, 
having seen the inside of Zim's mouth on many occasions. "Not with 
his teeth . " 

It was true, Zim's teeth were far more pointed than human teeth. I 
offered filing them down for camouflage purposes but that was one 
thing he would not allow me to do. He didn't want anything else about 
his appearance permanently changed in any way, something about one 
day returning home. They'd respect him he said, now that he was 
taller . 

"You're right" I admitted to Gaz, rubbing my face with frustration. 
From both Zim's behavior and my pulsing erection." Fucking 
Christ ..." 

"So he closes up, huh?" 

" Yeah ... bring me my glasses, would ya?" 

She got up from my desk chair, plucking my prescription eyewear off 
my desktop and walked over to the bed. She stood by the side of the 
mattress, looking over my shoulder at Zim who was laying on the bed 
flat like when she'd walked in. She looked at his ass, cocking her 
head to the side just a little. 

"How does he close up, anyways?" 

I split his cheeks apart, showing her the tightly puckered orifice. 

It closed in so tightly in on itself that it looked almost spiraled. 

I poked it with my finger to show her just how tight it was and she 
hummed flatly. She looked at my erection, not commenting. The condom 
was coated in Zim's lubricant, making the latex shimmery 

"Glasses, Gaz" I requested, taking my hands back from Zim's backside 



and waiting for my sister to hold them out to me. "It's just his 
lubricant . " 

She didn't move at all. I craned my neck to look at her and she held 
my glasses with both hands, playing with the arms. She folded them 
and unfolded them up and down a few times. I tried taking them and 
she held them away, holding them behind her back. It wasn't an 
emergency, I wasn't so blind I relied on them to see but I still 
wanted them back. Zim needed to be looked at. 

"What are you gonna do about it?" Gaz asked cooly, glasses still 
behind her back. 

"Please just give me my glasses, Gaz. " 

"That's not what I'm talking about" 

The look on my face probably conveyed my confusion and she tipped her 
face down towards my crotch. I paused, not knowing how to answer her. 
Zim began rousing and he sat up, back to his calmer normal self. He 
was a little lethargic from the sex and sat at the foot of the bed, 
legs crisscrossed as he looked at us. 

He looked at Gaz and from her previous reaction to her I thought 
maybe he would lash out or even look unhappy but he was fine. His 
normal, post coital, sedated self. I watched him for any other weird 
behaviors to log later on but he didn't show any. Totally 
normal . 

Something wasn't adding up. 

I left the thought alone as Gaz ' s hand rested on my shoulder, 
becoming heavier as she pressed her body weight on to it. The scuff 
of her shoes being slipped off registered in my ears and I wondered 
what the hell she was getting comfortable for. As she took her hand 
off my shoulder I was going to ask her but I heard two tissues being 
pulled from the box on my bedside table. 

They were placed in my line of view and I took them, thanking her 
under my breath. I gripped the end of the condom, pulling the lip of 
it up with the tissue. A string of sticky precum was stuck to it, 
connecting the tip of my penis to the condom. After balling up the 
condom with the tissue I twisted to the side to pitch them in the 
small trash pail on the floor. 

My glasses were still in Gaz ' s hand, now held in her loose fist on 
top of her thigh as her arms hund straight down. I tried taking them 
from her again but she held them away, putting them behind her again, 
no explanation. 

"Gaz" 

"So what are you going to do about it?" She questioned, targeted on 
an answer. "You didn't answer me." 

I still didn't answer her. The silence that took over was way more 
uncomfortable than her sitting in on Zim and I. Even more 
uncomfortable than her openly looking at my dick while standing right 
by me. She stared at me for a few more seconds then took my glasses 
and put them on my nightstand. 



She immediately stepped in front of it to block me from taking them 
but I didn't even try to, still trying to figure out what she was up 
to. In the back of my mind I had a feeling where she was going, the 
image of her tugging down her shirt being a nagging feeling in my 
gut . 

She pulled her shirt off, letting it fall to the carpeted floor. Her 
bra was grey with skulls on them, surely something she'd gotten from 
punk culture store by the videogame shop. I couldn't talk as she let 
her skirt slip to the rug, revealing that her underwear did match. 

Her knee high socks were black and white, striped all the way to her 
knees . 

I still couldn't make any sound as an amaturely manicured hand 
reached for me, her nail polish black and chipped. Her nails were 
short and accented by a bead bracelet she had on her ghastly pale 
wrist, the beads matching her choice of polish. 

When her fingers were close enough to touch me I grabbed her wrist, 
stopping it immediately. The fog in my mind cleared away and I looked 
at her in disbelief. And of course she looked as unimpressed as ever. 
She even scowled. 

"I'm trying to help you" she sounded irritated with me, such 
familiarity . 

"You don't to 'help." 

I didn't need to tell her that, she never did nothing she didn't want 
to. Her fingers curled in to her palm as I held her wrist, nervous to 
let go. 

"If you want to help, put your clothes on and go to your room" 

Zim was looking in on us, blinking his large ruby eyes with mild 
curiosity. Gaz gave him a side glance with a slow shift of her eyes 
before settling them back on me. It was beyond unsettling how calm 
she was, like I was the one being difficult. Like I was the one 
crossing a boundary. 

"Maybe I need help too." She almost made me sound selfish. 

It sunk in what she was implying and it left me floored, regardless 
of already have suspecting what her intentions were. At that point 
she just helped herself, and straddled me. She swung one leg over my 
lap and pulled the other one up off the floor and on to the bed. 
Resting back on her ankles, she arched her chest forwards towards 
me . 

She reached behind herself and undid the clasp to her bra. The cups 
sagged a bit as the material dropped down from the lack of tension in 
the strap. She let it slide down her arms before tossing it over her 
shoulder where it landed on Zim who looked at it with confusion. He 
didn't know what it was. 

Her breasts were fairly small, soft protrusions on her otherwise flat 
chest. Her nipples were pierced and I couldn't figure out how she'd 
managed to get it done being she was only seventeen. I looked at the 
jewelry in sincere surprise and she lightly tugged on the end of 



one . 


"Tyler" she explained to me, and I silently vowed to never drive her 
to his house again. 

The pierced nipples were then right in front of my face as she raised 
herself up to slip her underwear down one leg and then down and under 
the other. She slid herself down on to me and I met no resistance 
when inside her, just wet slippery walls. Again, I vowed to never 
drive her to Tyler's. 

She took control, moving herself on me how she liked. She could hear 
me groaning, lost in the feeling of her bare, human flesh. It didn't 
seem to phase her though as she grinded down on my hips. I'd never 
felt a woman before, or any human for that matter. Gaz was so much 
softer inside than Zim was. 

The green alien himself was looking at us. He observed us, knowing we 
were partaking in the same thing he and I had done previously. He 
didn't look jealous, or violent. He watched us, honestly curious. 

When fingers held my shoulders extremely tightly, I was hit with the 
reality that my sister was the one on top of me. 

It was hard to snap myself out of it, to push her off me. I was too 
far gone in what was happening. As she sped up on top of me I put my 
palms on the sheets below to keep myself upright, using my backwards 
outstretched arms for leverage. My body and mind were torn. 

Gaz didn't moan but her breathing was ragged, outing her will to stay 
as quiet as possible. She didn't like showing emotion, especially not 
to me. My seventeen year old sister was riding my dick and all I 
could think about was how quiet she still was... until a particularly 
wet sounding squelch of her flesh on me reminded me of the lack of 
protection . 

"G-Gaz, I'm not wearing anything." I gasped, feeling her inner walls 
squeezing me. "If I cum-" 

"If you cum, nothing." She didn't even stop to tell me, too busy 
working herself towards orgasm. " I'm really close, move" 

I lifted my hips to meet her and as I bucked up she moaned, then 
slapped a hand over her mouth. She refused to look at me when it 
happened and I saw an opportunity. Taking her free hand in mine, I 
used my other to snatch the one on her mouth. I let myself fall back 
on to the bed, gripping her hands in mine as she tried taking them 
back . 

"Let go of me!" 

"You want to explain what's going on here?" I offered as an escape 
route, curious to her random interest she took in me. Wanting to know 
why she was doing this. 

"Shut up" 

Gaz wasn't weak, she was fairly strong for her size. Keeping her 
hands confined was more difficult than I assumed it would be and she 
almost freed herself as she tugged them back when I wasn't ready. I 
tightened my hold on her, slipping my legs down from the upward arch 



they were in behind her as she sat on me. As I straightened my legs 
out my foot brushed Zim. 


Stopping my thrusting made Gaz aggravated and she tried willing me to 
move with her hostile demands but it didn't work. She resorted to 
trying to move herself but she couldn't because the lack of use of 
her hands took away her leverage. She wiggled on me and I pulled on 
her captive hands in incentive to talk. 

She managed to free one hand and then the other a she pryed it from 
my grip. She placed them on my chest, ready to continue. I gave up 
fighting her and she got her way, just like she always did. I came in 
her, accepting that it happened, and Gaz used my still hard dick to 
complete herself. Her dull nails dug in to me and her face was so 
much different in the throws of orgasm. 

She turned her face away as she fought the need to moan with her 
finish. Her purple hair was sticky with hairspray and sweat, hiding 
most of her expression. I was worn from my own orgasm and I still 
wanted to question Gaz. But I was tired, and didn't know where to 
begin. So I laid back with Gaz still sitting on me, fully aware that 
this didn't end here. 


3 . Chapter 3 

AUTHOR'S NOTE : Thank you so much again to my guest reviewer on the 
fan fic site :) I appreciated the kind words so much. This chapter 
isn't as exciting as the previous one but the next one will be 
better. Got some plot to fill in. 

Any feedback will be greatly appreciated. Thank you for 
reading ! 

Three long slender drummed on my barefoot to get my attention as I 
looked up at Gaz who all of a sudden didn't want to look at me. She'd 
done nothing but look at me before, now it was like she was 
temporarily trying to erase me. If she didn't see me, I didn't exist. 
It'd been that way for a long time... and it never bothered me until 
now . 

Having been ignored daily by her, the sudden attention was 
refreshing. It was different from the bored and inconvenience way she 
would regard me . I didn't like the dejected feeling that came with the 
abrupt withdrawal of her attention and I ignored the tapping 
appendages on me, instead I touched Gaz ' s thigh. Just as I had done 
to her earlier, she grabbed my wrist before I even touched her. 

She was breathing heavily, still coming down from the sex. Her hair 
was covering the profile of her face as she kept her eyes on the 
carpet while looking away. Even as I was still physically inside her, 
she wouldn't let me touch her with something as innocent as my hand. 
It was strange, but not unlike her. My sister was complicated. 

I tried touching her with my other hand, knowing better than to do 
that. She swatted me away and the three fingers on my foot tapped me 
again more insistently. Without even thinking about it I shook them 
off like a nuisance. I brushed away Zim like a common 
housefly . 



"Gaz, what the hell?" 


She said nothing, and she did nothing. Just sat there, her plush 
backside hot and pressing down on my pelvis. She was thinking about 
something, I knew that much. Trying a third time, I put my hand on 
her thigh and she slapped it so hard that a sharp, fleshy snap 
resinated . 

"Don't touch me" I was scolded like I did something I knew I 
shouldn't have. 

Had we not been in the position we were in I would never have grown 
the nerve to place my hands on my sister. It was common knowledge not 
to touch Gaz, Dad didn't even touch her. Not that he was even around 
much. Her boundaries were blatant but she started it, I wasn't out of 
bounds. That's what I told myself and even so I still felt 
stupid . 

"Kind of late to be saying that..." I muttered 
"Just shut up" 

I was surprised how uninvested the command was, she said it like she 
didn't really mean it. I was right, she knew it. After doing what we 
did it was ridiculous for her to be mad that I touched her. She'd 
never admit that . 

"Gaz" I said it quickly, as if I'd tried getting her attention once 
but hadn't been heard. 

There was a moment of hesitation but she turned to look at me. Her 
blue eyes were sharp as always but without the threatening edge they 
usually held. It was so much easier to look at her when she wasn't 
cutting me apart from a distance. 

"What is it Dib? What do you want?" 

"An explanation would be nice." 

She leaned down toward my face, forearm flat on my chest. The ends of 
her purple hair brushed my collarbone, and I could see where her 
pupils bled in to the blue of her irises. She was that close. She 
didn't validate my request with an answer, she shrugged, then laid 
herself flat on top of me with her face near my neck. 

The three fingers I felt earlier returned to my foot, grasping my 
ankle. Feeling my stomach drop, I sat up a few inches to look at him, 
effectively starling my sister who held on to my shoulders in fear 
she was going to fall. She glared at me but I ignored her, feeling 
like an asshole for brushing Zim off earlier. 

"Zim, I'm so sorry-" 

" Gaz... she is offspring of the same genetic pool you were conceived 
from, yes?" He asked me, understanding that I just had sex with my 
biologically related sibling. "Is such behavior normal here? Breeding 
within the same gene pool?" 

I felt like the answer was obviously 'no' but taking a step back I 
realized Zim wasn't familiar with societal taboos ... rather the 



societal taboos of Earth. He was asking me earnestly, not knowing 
that Gaz and I just committed frowned upon incest. Although I froze 
up at the question, Gaz wasn't visably bothered. Infact, she answered 
Zim for me. 

" No Zim, it's not normal... Dib and I aren't normal anyways. We 
aren't breeding either." 

Zim crawled towards us, and Gaz craned her neck back to look at him. 
Her head moved as she watched his approach, following him as he 
crawled past her. He sat by my head and blinked down at me and then 
up Gaz. I imagined he was wondering if I Gaz was in heat too since he 
didn't have sex solely for the enjoyment of it. His body forced him 
to want it. 

"Dib... does Gaz not wish to have smeet?" 

"Smeet? " Gaz repeated, not understanding, 'smeet' wasn't the 
terminolgy I used in my logs. "What the hell is that?" 

I dragged myself backwards to sit next to Zim, letting Gaz stay where 
she was being she showed no sign of getting off. She wobbled a bit as 
I moved but remained planted. I was going to clear up her confusion 
regarding 'smeet' when she flipped her hair back, indirectly making 
her small breasts move. I stared, snapping out of it, not missing the 
eyebrow Gaz raised at me. 

"Uh.. 'smeet' is Irken for 'babies'." I explained it to her as 
casually as I could, knowing Gaz ' s cervix was currently coated in my 
semen. My very fertile semen that should have been contained in a 
condom. "Guess I should add that to the reports at some point.." 

"No Zim, I don't want any smeet..." My sister told him, finally 
rearing up on her knees to pull herself off of my dick. "I need to 
get up" 

This was all very new to Zim, the information. He didn't understand 
why she partook in sexual activity with me but didn't want to bare 
offspring. Being the ever straight to the point type that he is, he 
brought it up as Gaz lifted herself off me. He watched my erection 
slide out of her, seeing the globs of ejaculation slide out from 
inside her and down my shaft. 

"Is that not the purpose of human intercourse? To produce smeet?" he 
wondered, moving over a bit as Gaz climbed past him to get off the 
bed. " You have accepted his seed. It is inside. " 

_**His seed is mine**_ 

"I'll be back" 

My mind flashed back to Zim's incident with Gaz and I snapped my head 
to the left to look at him. He was watching Gaz walk to my bathroom, 
a white trail sliding down from apex of her thighs towards her knee. 
She didn't shut the door, I assumed it was because we couldn't see in 
it from on my bed. The toilet seat shifted with her weight and the 
light trickle could faintly be heard as she urinated. 

"Hey, uh Zim... how are you feeling?" 



"Zim feels fine. The heat has calmed. . .burning no longer consumes 
Zim." He assured me, facing the direction Gaz left in. " Gaz does not 
wish for smeet ...Has Gaz also sought out your assistance with her 
reproductive ailments? Does the heat also plague Gaz?" 

The toilet paper roll was being spun in the bathroom, sounding like 
Gaz was cleaning up the remnants of me from her inner thighs. The 
toilet flushed and the sound of water running followed after. 

"I don't know..." I lied to the irken, knowing very well that my 
sister wasn't suffering how Zim did regularly. "Speaking of heat, 
what happened earlier?" 

"What does Dib speak of?" 

"You freaked out . . . on Gaz. You almost attacked her" 

Speaking of the devil and he will appear. My sister emerged from my 
bathroom, making no attempt to cover herself. She didn't shy away 
from Zim or I's eyes. Zim had only ever seen me naked, so he didn't 
know what women looked like . For us, Gaz ' s body was fascinating on 
two different levels... my level being admittingly shameful. 

Checking out my sister wasn't something I did ... regularly . When I did 
look at her it was a passing fascination. I wasn't around women a 
lot, so when she walked around the house in a oversized hoodie and 
nothing underneath I couldn't help but follow the expanse of her legs 
up to the curve of her thighs and know what was underneath the baggy 
material hanging over her upper thighs. It wasn't a lustful stare, 
just fascination. 

"Zim does not recall such events.. Zim's memory is lacking" 

The Irken was looking at her breasts like they were extra appendages. 
Gaz sat down by Zim's criss crossed legs and he continued to 
blatantly look at her chest. He tapped his chin with one finger and 
pulled it away to poke her. All I could picture was the poor clueless 
alien getting decked in the face but to my complete amazement Gaz sat 
there and let him prod at the mammary tissue. 

"What did Zim do? Zim would like to be enlightened of his treatment 
of the human Gaz..." 

Zim's strange behavior hovering in the forefront of my brain, I 
watched him poke her right breast. His very slender finger poked it, 
indenting the pillowy mound. The dimple he made filled itself back in 
when he stopped poking. His attention was then drawn to the dark pink 
bud in the center and he poked that too. Gaz sucked in air as his 
almost claw like finger touched the surface of the rosy peak and Zim 
pulled his hand away in surprise, curling them in to his palm 

"You can touch it" It was so strange to hear her say it. "I just 
wasn't expecting you to... Go ahead" 

I really wanted to question Zim about his apparent blackout, but I 
was becoming increasingly immersed in what was taking place before 
me. Zim tapped two fingers together almost like tweezers, and 
squeezed her nipple with his fingertips pinching her vertically. I 
watched as he then move on to slide the jewelry through the 
horizontally pierced skin and that's when Gaz caught me 



gawking . 


"What, do you want to touch too?" She asked, the question being 
completely legit. It wasn't threatening, or sarcastic. Just straight 
to the point 

My first instinct was to shake my head 'no', and that's what I did. I 
wasn't ready to lose my fingers. 

" You're a horrible liar" 

Gaz turned her attention back to Zim as he began taking his hand back 
from her chest. She stopped it, holding his hand in hers and touching 
the elongated green digits. She separated them, bending them at the 
joints slightly and rubbing the tapered tips. Zim wasn't 
bothered . 

As she inspected his hands I began noticing the way she warmed up, 
her body language the smallest bit more approachable. She was still 
the apathetic, unapproachable sister I'd always known, but the 
physically boundary I'd always known her to have was being dissolved 
right before me as she interacted with Zim of all people ...' people ' . 
Gaz twiddled with Zim's fingers, her lip curling in almost unnoticed 
as she gnawed at it lightly from insider her mouth. 

I was left speechless as she splayed his hand open and brought it to 
her breast, making Zim curl his tapered digits on her breast, cupping 
it. The Irken didn't know what she was doing and neither did I until 
I saw her lean in to him. She was going to touch his phallus and I 
reacted in an instant, getting my voice back. 

"DON'T" I yelled, interjecting. "Are you crazy!? You saw what he did 
earlier ! " 

Zim jumped from my volume but Gaz didn't. 

"So you're just supposed to have all the fun?" Gaz accused 

"What? How was him_ hissing_ like territorial animal _fun?"_ 

Gaz didn't respond and retreated away from Zim. The Irken wasn't 
bothered that she tried touching his semi erect phallus, he didn't 
hiss or growl. He didn't even remember trying to attack Gaz and that 
still puzzled me. My sister getting up and picking up her clothes on 
the other side of the bed puzzled me even more as she collected them 
and left without a goodbye. 

"Human Gaz has left" Zim stated, looking at the closed door. 

"Why?" 

"I don't know, Zim..." 

He cocked his head side to side very shortly, then looked for his own 
clothing. He stood up and I stared in amazement at how much the Irken 
had really grown in the last year. One shot I had concocted in my 
freshman year of college became a series of treatments and he grew 
like a weed. Because of the hormonal treatment, he was past five and 
a half feet now. Now at five foot five foot eight, he was far taller 
than his original height of five feet. . . but unstable. 



"You going to stick around for me to shower?" I asked him, wishing 
he'd get back in bed and hug me or something. Comfort me like a 
partner. Anything "You could lay with me or something." 

"Zim must return home to his work." 

The dynamic I had was Zim wasn't what I wanted it to be. I didn't 
want to be the sex toy he relied on to satisfy his vengeful 
hormones... even if they were my accidental doing. I watched him pull 
his clothes on his body, covering the almost matte green skin. It's 
ridiculous how attracted to him I am, it was even more ridiculous how 
frustrating the unmutual feeling was. He didn't know. 

Zim was very anthropic but that wasn't what attracted me to him. I 
didn't need to look past his alien traits to become aroused or 
satisfy myself sexually. The fact that he was an extra terrestrial 
interested me. Years of my adolescence being a space nerd influenced 
my sexual kinks and by the age of sixteen I found myself filling my 
web search with xenophilic images. By then I gave up my feud with 
Zim. I didn't want him captured. I wanted him to be mine. So we had a 
truce because by then he began understanding the disadvantage he had 
on Earth. 

"Zim you should stay, I still have to collect your samples and run 
them. You had an episode, remember?" 

"Zim does not remember but Dib may enlighten Zim when we meet next. 

My communicat ion module needs tending to." 

Contacting the armada was all Zim concerned himself with now. He 
didn't care for invading the planet anymore, he claimed he just 
wanted to go home. If he really wanted to go home he'd find a way, 
but in his condition he knew it was not the best idea. So he stayed 
on Earth, with me. 

After Zim left I took a shower, muttering to myself about his 
behavior. In the next room over my sister was doing something, most 
likely pretending I didn't exist like before. She stayed in her room 
as Zim dressed himself, putting his wig and blue contact lenses back 
on, before leaving. I would have much rather kept him for observation 
but I didn't have the energy to convince him 

Out of the shower, I left my bathroom still sopping wet. I hastily 

dried off, distracted by my racing thoughts. Mostly dry, I dug around 

my dresser for a pair of pajama bottoms and a cotton shirt. I put 
them on and swiped the hand held recorder from the drawer in my desk 
and set it next to my lap top. 

The desk chair was still turned, facing my bed, just as Gaz had left 
it. II turned the wooden seat back around and sat down in it, 
opening my laptop with a dismissive sigh to the frazzle thoughts 
drifting through my mind about my sister.. I pulled up the word doc 

on my log, going over my findings in the previous years. I focused on 

the ones exclusive to the previous year being that's when I took an 
interest in the Irken race's reproduction. 

" Tuesday: Log 1 Problem with Zim" I spoke in to the recorder after 
pressing the button. I set it down to record as I looked through my 
documents. " Irken specimen shows sexual aggression without warning. 
Variable to blame is unknown" 



All my logged reports showed consistent behaviors during colitis and 
after. Zim's body would warm with hormonal heat, and he'd seek relief 
from me. His buttocks and face would flush, his anal opening would 
close tightly after orgasm and he would fall in to a sedative like 
recovery as his body awaited the fertilization of his 
eggs . 

"Attempted stimulation of phallus appeared be trigger of behavior, 
theory inconsistent with previous studies." 

When attempting stimulation of his phallus, normally he would reject 
it with a soft spoken plea for me to let go. Earlier, he hissed me at 
me. He also tried attacking Gaz. The incident didn't fit in to the 
usual equation and what concerned me more than the aggression was the 
fact he didn't remember. I sat there for an hour going over logs, 
hoping to find some note or variable that I'd missed. 

" Blood sample will be taken to rule out possible hormone 
fluctuations " 

His hormone levels were always high but they didn't fluctuate any 
more than they initially had after his treatment. I checked his blood 
in my lab downstairs every week, keeping track of any possible 
changes that could happen. As meticulous as I was about my data, I 
was at a loss. I would need to check his blood and fluids later if he 
came back, tomorrow if not. Sexual activity never riled up Zim like 
that. The clock in the house tolled four and as I counted them I felt 
like I was missing something. 

My stomach gurgled with rising hunger and I realized that I skipped 
lunch. Gaz came home around noon when I was busy with Zim so I hadn't 
had a chance to eat. With all the commotion I didn't feel hungry, but 
I was now. Not wanting to step away from my data, I picked up the 
recorder . 

" Specimen requested seminal fluids, followed by hostility towards 
..." I hesitated how to phrase Gaz in the audio, "...an observational 
sit in. Specimen claims to have no recollection of the specified 
events. " 

I left my bedroom, verbally recording the information to be 
physically logged on my laptop later. Walking past Gaz ' s bedroom door 
to take the stairs downstairs I noted with intrigue that music was 
playing. She always had headphones on, her stereo was seldom used 
without being connected to her headpiece. Clicking off the recording, 
I knocked on her door while passing out of habit. 

"Are you hungry?" I called out to her, cringing as I realized it may 
not have been a good idea to bug just yet. I continued to the stairs 
quickly in fear she'd rip the door open. "I'm heading to the 
kitchen ..." 

As independent as Gaz was. Dad still expected me to make sure she 
ate. She spent half her grocery money on a videogame ONCE when she 
was fourteen and Dad thought it would become a habit. He never cared 
about us but stressed that I fed Gaz, even at seventeen. I, a 
nineteen year old, was in charge of making sure my seventeen year old 
sister ate. I swung open the fridge, seeing almost barren shelves. A 
gallon of milk was half empty on the top shelf, some bread next to 



"Dad left the grocery money in your account, remember?" Gaz said from 
somewhere behind me, walking In to the kitchen. " The fridge is 
basically empty." 

" Shit, you're right..." She startled me with her presence but I was 
happy not to hear any anger. She randomly just got up and left 
earlier . 

"Is there anything in the pantry? Or are am I food shopping?" 

The pantry was opened, revealing a box of cereal and few boxes of mac 
and cheese amongst other random non perishable goods. Nothing 
substantial. Gaz did a double take at the boxes of mac and 
cheese . 

"I didn't know we had mac and cheese..." she grumbled, looking up at 
the boxed macaroni high on the shelf. "I ate the gross cafeteria 
lunch today for nothing. I could have just ate here" 

Gaz was very petite, measuring in at almost a whole foot shorter than 
me. Being only five foot two inches tall meant she couldn't reach 
high shelves. If she wanted something she would get a stool or just 
climb the shelf with difficulty. She jumped up to grab a box of mac 
and cheese but missed it. 

She used a kitchen chair to reach it before I could go over and get 
it down for her. The macaroni rattled inside the cardboard box as she 
threw it down to the table, sliding a few inches across the oak 
surface. That was her way of asking I make it for her. She was only 
two years younger than me but I still cooked for her when she 
perfectly capable of learning to do it herself. 

"What did you have?" 

"Some gross pizza" Gaz complained flatly. "The lunch is horrible on 
half days, it was burnt. The cafeteria ladies are incompetent." 

The audio recorder I held needed to be put aside to make the mac n 
cheese so I put it down on the counter after I took the milk from the 
fridge. I asked Gaz to toss down another box and she did without 
complaint, the second one almost hitting my hand as I reached for the 
box already on the table. 

"I didn't mean to do that" she promised, getting down from the chair 
but not before snatching a plastic tube of crackers off the shelf. 
"You were in the way, dib shit" 

The plastic tube of crackers crinkled as it was torn open, Gaz 
getting in to it as soon as she was back on the kitchen floor. 

Cracker in mouth, she chewed it between her back molars as she 
dragged the chair back to the table. After taking a pot from the 
bottom cabinets, I decided to move my recorder to the table to 
prevent it from getting wet when I filled it in the sink with 
water . 

She stopped chewing for a second as the clunky old fashioned device 
was put down across from her. She resumed eating the crackers, 
reaching out to take it when I wasn't looking. She turned it in her 



hands, impassive towards the obsolete piece of technology. 

I filled the pot with water and set it on the stove to boil. Both 
boxes of mac and cheese on the counter next to the stove, I turned 
around and rested against the counter. I saw Gaz fiddling with the 
recorder as I looked over to ask her what she would want when I did 
the food shopping. 

"I'm probably going to do the shopping tomorrow, is there anything 
you want?" 

"I'll just go with you" she asserted, tapping my device on the table 
top for whatever reason. "The plastic on this feels like my childhood 
handheld. How old is this?" 

"That used to be Dad's, Gaz. It's pretty old... and I was planning on 
going after class. I get out at noon, you don't get out until 
two . " 

"Then wait for me" 

The water began boiling so I opened up both boxes of macaroni and 
poured them in the pot. When the food was done I dished it out in to 
two bowls and brought them to the table with spoons in them. I took 
the recorder from her hands and she almost didn't let me have 
it . 

"Why the interest in this?" I asked her, putting the device down away 
from her so I could eat in peace. I didn't want her to accidentally 
erase anything by fiddling with the buttons. 

"No reason" 

"Uh huh. . . " 

Gaz began eating first, spooning macaroni in to her mouth while 
looking down at the bowl. I'd eaten meals with my sister my whole 
life but all of a sudden I felt like I didn't know to act. Getting 
food in my mouth was almost robotic as I focused on trying to be 
normal when something hit my leg. Apparently Gaz was trying to get my 
attention but I didn't hear her. 

"Earth to Dib, I'm talking to you" 

I coughed on the food that nearly went down incorrectly and hit my 
chest with a fist as it made Its way down. Gaz was twirling her spoon 
in her fingers, watching me. When I brought my eyes to meet hers, she 
put the spoon back in her bowl . 

" I need a favor." 


End 
f lie . 



